CHAPTER XXIII

BY THE LAW OF  THE LAND

ON the Isle of Inchmahome the Spanish
chestnut trees had shed their golden leaves and
stood gaunt and naked, stretching long droop-
Ing branches over the water's edge. The hills
encircling the Lake had faded from glowing
autumn purple to the dreary brown so soon to
be enshrouded In a winter mantle of snow.
The sky was leaden, and upon the waters
brooded that breathless silence In which is
neither repose nor peace, but rather the threat
of coming storm.

. In the ruined chapel of the wrecked and
shattered Priory, David Arnot stood where
the high altar formerly had been; and, looking
out through the broken traceries of the east
window, he was oppressed by the gloom and
desolation of the November landscape.

There had been a happy period when times
and seasons had been powerless to affect Mm;
when the inner light of hope and shining
aspiration had burnt, steadily and clearly.,
irrespective of external happenings. But ever
since the fatal Martinmas Eve of the previous
year, when Lady Rusco cast aside all reticence